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STAGE  CONFIDENCES
"Oh, no, dear, mamma's not in the box; she's —" when the poor baby cried, "Yes, she is, my mamma's in a box!" and buried her curly head in the folds of my skirt and burst into sobs.
At that moment a hard-voiced, hard-faced, self-sufficient girl pushed forward, and explained in a patronizing way : " Oh, she's too little to say it right. She ain't got no mother; she's dead, and it's the coffin Annie means by the box/'
Oh, poor baby, left behind! poor little scrap of humanity!
In another city the child was older, nearly five, but so very small that she did nicely in the tiny trousers (it is a boy's part, as I should have said before), and when the act was over, I kissed the brightly pretty face and offered her a little gift. She put out her hand eagerly, then swiftly drew it back again, saying, " It's money."
"Yes," I answered. "It's for you, take it."y had the one on our own side, so I answered :      collar of my cape.    Touching the soft yield-
